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quern3 which I could never get hold of, for when questioned about it they just giggle, and the men don't know it, or say they don't.
Coffee-husk, ginger, and a little cardamom are ground together in the same way, to make the beverage dear to all Yamen Arabs.
Meat is cooked in an earthenware jar, with a handful of herbage to close the mouth, or in a copper stew-pan, if the family can afford it. There is a Tihama method of stewing meat with chowaig5 (black pepper-corns, cinnamon, and nutmeg pounded with ghi)> which makes an excellent dish. By some culinary cunning, meat, however tough, is made tender, and the startling blend of condiments gives the raciness of oriental curry, without its unbridled fervour.
The children of both sexes tend the flocks and herds from dawn to sunset, when they drive their charges home to a fold of thorn bushes, or a mere open c steading5 between the huts.
A hard life it is for all, and a grim one too, when the grip of drought will not relax and the scanty scrub withers far afield, and goats and even sheep must be killed before they die of inanition, and there is no milk for any one.
And even when the rare rain has fallen, the fresh-sprouting scrub brings another anxiety, for this is the season when those who have lost much stock in the previous drought endeavour to replenish their herds by raiding. The peace of a starlit night may be shattered by the fla|h and rattle of firearms, and the men of the little community must seize rifle and bandoleer, and slip forth into the darksome desert to battle for their means of livelihood.